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Our last glimpse of Gray is an anecdote sometimes
quoted among his poems. It shows him as we like to
remember him.

" One fine morning iu the spring, Mr. Xicholls was
walking in the neighbourhood of Cambridge with Mr,
Gray, who feeling the influence of the season and
cheered with the melody of birds on every bough,
turned round to his friend, and expressed himself
extempore in these beautiful lines :

There pipes the wood-lark, and the song-thrush there
Scatters his loose notes in the waste of air "

William Collins' life was short, and none too happy.
He was born in 1721, and died, of insanity following
upon deep melancholia, in 1759. " Such was the fate
of Collins, with whom I once delighted to converse,
and whom I yet remember with tenderness/' wrote
Dr. Johnson, who loved him as a man though he had
little use for him as a poet. Collins was born at Chiches-
ter. He went to Winchester and Oxford, and after-
wards led a hand-to-mouth existence in London. His
friend Gilbert White said that when he first came up,
he " commenced a man of the town, spending his time
in all the dissipation of Ranelagh, Yauxhall, and the
playhouses ; and was romantic enough to suppose that
his superior abilities would draw the attention of the
great world, by means of whom he was to make his
fortune... . He was passionately fond of music ; good-
natured and affable; warm in his friendships, visionary
in his pursuits ; and, as long as I knew him, very